


I BLAS GOGERDDAN. 


I Blas Gogerddan heb dy dad ! 
Fy mab, erglyw fy llef; 

Dos yn dy ol i faes y gad, 
Ac ymladd gydag ef! 

Dy fam wyf fi, a gwell gan fam 
It golli'th waed fel dwfr, 

Neu agor drws 1 gorff y dewr 
Na derbyn bachgen llwfr. 





. I'r neuadd dos, ac yno gwel 
Arluniau'r Prysiaid pur! 

Mae tân yn llygaid llym pob un 
Yn goleu ar y mur. 

'* Nid fi yw'r mab anmharcha'i fam 
Ac enw ty ei dad ; 

Cusenwch fi, fy mam, ” medd ef, 
Ac aeth yn ol i'r gad, 





Daeth yn ol i dy ei fam, 
“ Ond nid, ond nid yn fyw; 

Medd hithau, ““ O, fymab! fy mab! 
O, maddeu i'm', O Dduw !” 

Ar hyn atebai lais o'r mur: 
““' Trwy Gymru tra rhed dwfr, 

Mil gwell yw marw'n fachgen dewr 
Na byw yn fachgen llwfr !” 
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GOGERDDAN. 





“£f My son! alone hast thou returned 
Here to Gogerddan's Hall! 

Go, haste back to thy father's side, 
And fight at duty's call. 

Thy mother dear am I, but fain 
Thy wounded corpse 1'd greet, 
Than throw the castle portals wide 

A craven son to meet. 





'“Go to the Banguet Hall and view 
Thy sires in bright array: 

See, Írom each canvas gleams an eye 
That never knew dismay !' 

““ [I'm not a son to shame our house 
Nor would I cause thee pain ; 

Kiss me, my mother.” And he went 
Forth to the fight again. 


Once more he reached the Castle doors, 
But gashed, and torn, and dead. 

““ My son, my son! O Heaven, torgive !' 
Ihe frantic mother said ; 

But from the Hall a voice out-spake:: 
“ Till Gwalia's freedom's won, 

“ Tis best a hero's death to die, 


'T han live a coward son.” 
13 
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BEDD Y DYN TYLAWD. 


ys 


Is yr ywen ddu ganghenog 
Twmpath gwyrddlas gwyd ei ben, 
Fel i dderbyn o goronog 
Addurniadau gwlith y nen ; 
Llawer troed, yn anystyriol, 
Yn ei frathu'n fynych gawd, 
Gan ysigo'i laswellt siriol— 
Dyna fedd y dyn tylawd. 


Swyddwyr cyffog gweithdyŷ'r undeb 
A'I hebryngodd efi'w fedd; o 
Wrth droi'r briddell ar ei wyneb 
Nid oedd deigryn ar un wedd ; 
'Nol hir frwydro â thrafferthion 
Daeth i ben ei ingol rawd; 
Noddfa dawel rhac anghenion 
Ydyw bedd y dyn tylawd. 


Mae'r gareg arw â'r ddwy lythyren 
Dorodd rhyw anghelfydd law 

Gyd-chwareuai ag e'n fachgen 
Wedi hollti'n ddwy ger llaw ; 

A phan ddelo Sul y Blodau, 
Nid oes yno gâr na brawd 

Yn rhoi gwyrdd-ddail na phwysïau 
Âr lwm fedd y dyn tylawd. 





Ar sedd fynor nid yw'r Awen 
Yn galaru uwch ei lwch, 
A chyn hir drwy'r las dywarchen 
Aradr amser dyna'i swch; 
Un â'r llawr fydd yr orphwysfa, 
Annghof drosti dyn ei hawd ; 
Ond er hyny angel wylia 
| Ddaear bedd y dyn tylawd. 
| 13 
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—“ THE POOR MAN'S GRA VE. 


'Neath the yew tree's sombre shadow 
Lies a little grass-clad mound, 

Nurtured by the showers of dewdrops 
From the branches scattered round ; 

_Careless feet have crushed the verdure 

Which upon his plot did wave, 

Gone are all the fragrant flowers— 
Look !—This is the Poor Man's Grave 





Surly minions of the work-house : 
Bore him to his lonely bed ; 
Not a tear bedewed an eyelid 
As the clay fell on the dead: 
Many storms of grief and trouble 
o Through his life had he to brave. 
b^ But a refuge from all sorrow 
Is the lowly, Poor Man's Grave. 





The rough-hewn stone with two initials 
(Carved by some untutored hands 
Who with him in youth had gambolled) 

Cleft in twain adjacent stands ; 
And when Flower-Sunday's season 
Doth its yearly tribute crave, 
Not a soul comes here in sorrow 
To adorn the Poor Man's Grave. 





Marble-sculptured Sotrow o'er him . 
Stands not there a stately guard ; 
Soon Old Time'sremorselessplough-share 
Sweeps resistless through the sward, 
Levelled low, Oblivion cometh, 
O'er the spot her pall to wave: Î 
But an Angel ever standeth - 
Watching o'er the Poor Man's Grave 
13 





